L On the late 


Dake of Monmouth: 


S *aylors Split on Rocks, (o reſtleſs man, RES) For what Returrs are found, but Impious War, 


By, fond Ambition is too oft undone; 


Swell'd with alpiring chought, he courts his Fate 


Nor ſees the Danger till it is too Great; 

But blinded by the Miſt of Hope he ſtrays, 
Through paths of Raſhae(s, into Ruins ways : 

So the late Monmouth, giving way to Pride, 

A miglty Ruin pull'd vpon his Head ; 

Debauch'd by FeQious, Thoſe that ſought our Woe, 
And Studied Brittains Empires overthrow 3 
Then liſ'ning to the fooliſh noifie Croude, 

Whole Clamours at the beſt, arte but a Cloude; 
C Empty of Rain ) incorſtant 2s the Wind, 
Cou'd vain contentment in that Vapour find: 

Twas Fatal Flartery the Foundation lay'd, ! 
( Of his Ambition too, too long diſplay'd ) 

On coz'ning Quick-ſands that his hopes bcerray'd ; \ 
Who giving Ear to FaQtious Breath duilt be, 

Th' inglorious Pattecn of Difloyalty ; 

And after many Favours, eager ſtill, 

To feed the Flame of an inſatiate Will : 

To tempt his Fate, as if her Wings were flow, 
And truth regardleſs on: his overthrow. 

How has the Royal Goodneſs oft been found, 

In mildeſt Mercy, ſtrongly to abound ? 

In hopes his hot and ſeveriſh Breaſt wou'd cool, 
And leave a calmer Temper in his Soul: 


But all in yain, thoſe dear indearments move, 
No Loyalty, Obedience, no, nor Love. 
Ja his lograteful Mind, O what can be 

Worſe than Ingraticude to that deyree, 
Ingratitude, from which, mankind ſhould flee ; 


And fierce Invaſion, but not carry'd far, 

E'r Fate begins the Propreſs, and juſt Heaven, 

A Check to bold ambitious Reins had given 3 
Juſtice rook place, jaſt Armes obcain'd the Day, 
And quell'd by force, what favours could not (way; 
Whilſt Death to Gloomy Caves does tumble down, 
The bold Aſpirer to a Sacred Crowa , 

And with a laſting ſlumber, ſeals his Eyes, 

Who ſtrangely ſtrove by lawleſs wavs to riſe: 

So Ict tim frand a Sca-Mark on eur Coaſt, 

To warn thole Spirits that are Tempeſt toſt, 
With feveriſh FaQtion, leſt there be loſt; 

That Loyalty, may more, and more increaſe, 

And we be blelg with pleaty and with peace. 


EFF TAPH. 


S ring upon Iarian Wings be fell, © 
'L aur ſi againſt the beft of K ings Rebell. 
Now ſilen'.is, be whoſe late reſtleſs Mind, 
Ambition ſwell'd, till be a Grave did find. 
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